The Safety Catch
"I expect you just guess the destination. So clever. I've often
wondered about that. What happens if you guess wrong?"
Again Mr. Grindrod laughed, still politely, though not so
heartily. "They tell yer that, of course, me lady. I mean, after they
get out, yer don't know where they've gone."
"Oh, I see. Does it matter, or do you send them a bill?"
"No, no, me lady. I was lookin' at *em in a philosophic light."
"Yes, of course." Lady Procreme laid a hand on Mr. Grindrod's
arm.                                                               ^
"Don't look now," she murmured. "But I think we're being
followed."
Mr. Grindrod promptly looked round, and sure enough, there
was a tall old lady with white hair and flowing black draperies who
seemed to be tracking them. She was making little horizontal
swoops, and then stopping to scan the sky or look at the scenery.
To his wife, Mr. Grindrod would have said, "Don't be so daft."
To a great lady, this would not do.
"Do you know her?" he asked in a low voice.
"She may be a cook my mother dismissed years ago," said Lady
Procreme. "Has she a knife in her hand?"
Mr, Grindrod glanced. "If she has, I can't see it," he replied.
"Those flowing garments. She could carry an axe under them.
Let's walk faster."
They quickened their pace, and the black-clad lady lengthened
her swoops. They stopped, and she examined a tree, picked a flower,
fell into a reverie.
"Heavens," said Lady Procreme. "I read a thriller with just such
a tide."
" 'Death Stalks the Lady'?" asked Mr. Grindrod. "By Stanley
Waller?"
"No. Vengeance was a Guest' by the same," replied Lady
Procreme.
"He's very clever," said Mr. Grindrod. "Leads you up the garden
proper."
"Oh, must you say that? What do you think Mr. Waller would
have made me do now? This happens in Chapter Three, I feel."
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